THE  SECOND NIGHT

" Captain Drimys, I was just telling my husband that
you have invited me to go for a moonlight drive after the
party. And since he is going for a drive with Com-
mander Waterlow, I have much pleasure in accepting
your kind invitation." She dropped him a curtsey, and
he responding to it with a low bow caught the fire of her
wanton blue eyes and felt his throat thicken.

Arthur stood by, scowling at this pantomime of mock
ceremony. It would have been all the same if Waterlow
really had invited him. She had no discretion. But he
lacked the strength of mind to forbid Georgie her drive.
He allowed Drimys to suggest calling for her at the Hotel
du Monde at midnight, on the plea that he should enjoy
the moonlit air better if, with her permission, he could
get rid of his uniform first.

"Well, I hope you'll have a good drive. I don't
know yet what time Waterlow wants me," Arthur said
feebly.

"So, are you driving with Mr Waterlow? " Drimys
commented with a smile. " I would be so glad to know
where he is going for a drive to-night ? "

Drimys had some reason to be amused. He had just
heard from his agent downstairs of the arrival of Queenie,
of her asking for Waterlow, and of Arthur Radcliffe's
hurrying out to speak to her. He wondered how many
men had been unfortunate enough to be given two pairs
of horns in one night. To be duped by a wife and a
mistress under the same moon was surely archicomique.
Things were going well for Captain Drimys to-night
Just now they had rung him up from the headquarters
of the police to say that in the execution of their duty
some of their men had been stabbed by English agents
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